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ON THE ROAD! 
To Oz 


A Play in Two Acts 
For 2 or 3 Men and 3 or 4 Women 


THE CHARACTERS 


ELLIOTT;MARLOWE 4... 05.605 sere the Playwright* 
DOROTH Y.GALE so apatite sccrce picinsfemen th nin of Oz 
THE PLAYERS 
MIRANDA ........... who plays Bill, the Talking Hen; 


Professor H. M. Wogglebug, T. E.; 
Mombi, the Sorceress; 
and Polychrome, the Daughter of the Rainbow 


DAVID ..... who plays the Hungry Tiger; the Sawhorse; 
Jack Pumpkinhead; the Househusband; 

King Dox; and Johnny Dooit 

REBECCA (Reb, the Rebel) ............ who plays Tip; 


Mombi, the Sorceress; 

Queen Jinjur, General of the All-Girl Army of Revolt; 
Button-Bright; Queen Kick-a-Bray of Donkeyton; 

and Princess Ozma 

WILLE 2k. ie who plays the Nome King; the Scarecrow; 
and the Shaggy Man 


*Can be played effectively by either an actor or an actress. 


TIME: The present. 
PLACE: In the mind of the playwright. 


a. a 
— 
& on (oe 2 
: 23 ase : Li 
i a —@ — Sve $ 
- i? aS 
e 
re i 
7 am oun ‘? ve! 
—_—- 
7 fa 7 
: : omattipenad Cl ait. i 
16,7 iy. ahs $B 
= Be Ser met ico Te dr eterna re thee creegve affine 
: | heat, on 8 eo a ST Boar teen back 
a“ > , yak. Copecibest ms SS wate 


—_ Salve Ae ee ee es, aie 
eet  ageomnngyoortivi UL seahrw ie amet ident: dee arioe 

is en a area Git wah =o 

Oran eae wee By 12 gu ich, er me 

= wih Ue. Tare es ey, v Hot mee er cyte, z 


7s (Aaa a. suet at? -4F uaa « ld , wee = 
= - ad hears Sunt ae We 
eel ol) Ereos iva asta at n Bee 7 
sel combhy cet inverters pers wl . do Ry 
“: “Se ooaqe om . ‘ Ate aes 
net, « v 7 
SRY ita feed 2 had an “abe te sonst, ‘2 Med ee) 
bee em es ae 


} omy rad, 
jwise ¥ Ame *ah: aed © 
ae att haw... 
—S a 
ac rx 


mor ak 32 Wane Lame ‘tal diss 


ages pal Syrt. 

~~ A ~ wei to bales sells a 
= ome 
: —_ : 


ACT ONE 


SCENE: Preceding the rise, the sound of typing is heard. 
YOTTY— Elliott Marlowe—is discovered alone stage 
center, seated at a portable typewriter, which rests on a 
small wheeled table, in dim spotlight which gradually 
grows brighter under the opening speech. 


YOTTY (drawing out the sound of the name). Abhhhzz. 
Oz. The Twilight Zone. Or dawn zone? The dream- 
place where your thoughts flow on alpha waves, any- 
where. Not a place, really. A state—of mind. A psychic 
mode of transportation...a train of thought? (Rises mo- 
mentarily, extending arms.) A flight of fancy? (Sits again.) 
I’m the playwright. (Types out a few words, making a 
rhythm. In the shadows at the edge of the light, the type- 
writer’s rhythm is tap-danced.) Writing is a kind of 
dancing! (Types a little more. Pattern is repeated on a 
drum or tambourine at the edge of light.) Writing is a 
rhythm instrument! (Types another patter-scatter burst, 
and the tap-dancing, drumming, are joined by an off- 
Stage sung phrase: “But, we'll travel along, singin’ our 
song... ”) Writing is song, dance, and patter! (Types 
again, whistling with it: “Somewhere over the rain- 
bow... ”) Writing is whistling in the dark. (A few more 
keys hit.) Writing is—(Does a simple magic trick—e. g,, 
color-change scarf—or a mimed gesture of one.)— 
sleight of hand. (Another hunt-and-peck, brief.) Slightly 
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magical. (One more key is hit.) Anyway, playwrighting 
is. (Rises, crossing DC.) Because on stage the play- 
wright is always there—but invisible. You see—(Look 
out! It’s coming perilously close to a lecture, but merci- 
fully, a VOICE from near the back of the theatre inter- 
rupts.) 

DOROTHY. I can see you. 

YOTTY (shading eyes, startled, looking into AUDIENCE 
to locate source of VOICE). What? 

DOROTHY (from her seat). So you're not really invisible. 
Or else you're not really a playwright? 

YOTTY. I am a playwright. Since I was about three years 
old. Well, I can’t prove that, because I didn’t have a 
typewriter then. But, I know I made up plays. In my 
head. There was a theatre in my head. You know how 
you'd watch everything, and listen in on people, and 
then let your animals act it all? Oh, I didn’t know then 
that I was writing plays, and I didn't care. Now I know, 
now I care. But that’s where I got in my practice. And I 
am still a practicing playwright. Practicing. 

DOROTHY. I believe you. 

YOTTY (touched, a little surprised). Thank you. It’s good 
to be believed. Necessary, in fact. 

DOROTHY. Isn’t it lonely up there? 

YOTTY. No. I’ve heard it said that writing is a lonely job. 
Well, it isn’t. Not playwrighting, anyway. Holy cow, 
you're surrounded by people. All the characters are 
there...in your head...(VOICES, quiet, all talking at 
once, laughter, etc., are heard in the background, under 
the following.)...laughing, crying, asking questions, 
sometimes all at once...and the actors are there, too... 
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(And now the ACTORS themselves enter, stretching, 
chatting, warming up, trying things.) 


YOTTY. ...telling you what parts they want...(ALL 
speaking rapidly as they surround YOTTY, who is now 
back at typewriter.) 

REB. I’m right for Mombi... 

DAVE. Don’t you see me as the Hungry Tiger? 

MIRANDA. I could do the Rainbow’s Daughter! 

WILL. I am The Shaggy Man. (They ALL keep talking un- 
der YOTTY'’s speech, e.g., pointing to page in typewriter: 
‘That's got to go!” “T love that line!” “This doesnt feel 
right.” “Do you believe this?”) 

YOTTY. ...and how they want the scene to go, and 
whether they believe it or not, and what it reminds 
them of...and the designers all pouring out ideas about 
scene changes and lights and costumes... 


(Props come on; a costume is tried on as YOTTY speaks, 
then a sudden roar of recorded applause bursts forth, 
and the actors ALL bow and bask, in individual styles. 
YOTTY cut-signals, and THEY freeze-frame with the si- 
lence.) 


YOTTY. ...and sound effects. All in your head. 

DOROTHY. That must be pretty interesting. 

YOTTY (coming further DC). And of course, you re there. 
The audience! You’re all there. (An awed beat. Then 
abruptly turns, crosses up to typewriter, into the confused 
business of actors in action again.) And if you're the 
playwright, you’re in the middle of all this, it’s all swirl- 
ing around in your head—holy cow, you call that lone- 
some? You can hardly breathe sometimes, it’s very 
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sweaty work. (Stands on chair, surrounded.) Plenty of 
company! (YOTTY goes back to typing, taking down 
what they are silently saying to her, watching intensely 
what they do—their faces, hands, all their beings.) You 
practically have to type with your elbows in your ribs— 
give all those people room. And hear what they’re try- 
ing to tell you. Let them act. Writing a play is—like 
being an explorer, finding your way to some undis- 
covered place, making it up as you go along, and then 
saying it, keeping it—so that someone else can travel 
that way again later on—it’s leaving a record of your 
wanderings. (Pulls sheet from typewriter, carries it down- 
Stage.) Like a road map of your mind. Like Frank 
Baum and those Oz books he wrote. Fourteen of 
*em—Wow! (Realizes that that’s an oddly inarticulate 
thing to say in this time and place; says directly, inti- 
mately—to AUDIENCE.) By the way, did you happen 
to know that’s an Oz word? Wow? Some of old Frank 
Baum’s characters say that—in the second book, I 
think, back in the year 1904—did you know that? 

DOROTHY (directly, simply, clearly). 1 did. (DOROTHY 
is moving toward stage a bit on each line now.) 

YOTTY. You did? 

DOROTHY. Yes. Only excuse me, but it’s in the third 
book. 

YOTTY. It is? The third book. Ozma of Oz? 

DOROTHY. Yes. 

YOTTY. How did you happen to know that? 

DOROTHY. I just remember. The Cowardly Lion said it. 

YOTTY. You read the book. 

DOROTHY. No. I heard him, when we came to the 
Nome King’s giant iron man with the terrible iron mallet. 
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YOTTY. When we...? Excuse me—what’s your name? 
(As ACTORS, moving down, focus on DOROTHY.) 

DOROTHY (as if “What else?”). Dorothy. Dorothy Gale. 

YOTTY. Dorothy Gale. (Anxiously.) Where did you come 
from? 

DOROTHY. Well, first I came from...(YOTTY saying it 
with her.) Kansas—but then I came from California, 
and now I come from Oz. 

YOTTY (awed, acceptingly). Oz. I see. Well, Dorothy 
Gale— 

DOROTHY. You can just call me Dorothy. 

YOTTY. Well—Dorothy—I guess I’ve been expecting 
you. 

ACTORS (ALL in a line at edge of stage). Red Rover, 
Red Rover, let Dorothy come over. 

YOTTY. Yes. Come on over. We need you. 


(WILL lifts DOROTHY up onto stage.) 


DOROTHY. That’s why I’m here. 

YOTTY. These are the actors I have in mind—Miranda 
—David—Rebecca...(MIRANDA hugs DOROTHY, 
DAVE salutes, REB shakes her hand briskly.) 

REB. Reb for short. 

DAVE. Because she’s inclined to be a rebel, you see. 

YOTTY. —and Will. (WILL bows.) 

REB. Also well named. 

WILL. You know—Will power? 

YOTTY. And my name is Elliott Marlowe —Yotty—that’s 
what people call me—from Elli-yott, you see. 

DOROTHY. Yotty—that’s a real Ozzy name. It’s a sign 
you're at home in Oz. 
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YOTTY. I’m honored. (Crossing back to typewriter.) You 
see, the reason I'm writing this play is that...(Confiden- 
tially.)...I hope you won't think this is weird—I have a 
sense of belonging in Oz. And now you turn up and tell 
me that. 

WILL (quoting with eerie irony). “Toto, I’ve a feeling we’re 
not in (Michigan) anymore.” (Or wherever this perfor- 
mance is being done.) 

DOROTHY (with meaningful look at WILL). I don’t 
think it’s weird at all. But then I’m used to things that 
ordinary people call weird. 

YOTTY. Yes! “Imagination makes us at home in strange 
worlds”—or something like that. Emerson... 

DOROTHY. Emerson who? 

YOTTY. I'm sorry...I was just thinking out loud... 

DOROTHY (as she looks upstage, all around. Matter-of- 
fact, but pleased). That’s all right—everybody in Oz 
does that, did you notice? 

YOTTY. Now that you mention it... 

DOROTHY. The main thing is to think, talking or not. 
That’s what the Wizard says. And, by the way, I've 
been thinking. 

YOTTY. I can tell! 

DOROTHY (as she continues to look around). This is a 
theatre. 

YOTTY (looking at it all with fresh vision). Yes. 

DOROTHY. So it’s not an ordinary place... 

YOTTY. Extra-ordinary, right. Real...(Touching some- 
thing.)...but another world, outside of...(Struck.)... 
maybe inside of the ordinary world...“an enchanted 
realm”...(Excited.) Miranda, look up “enchant!” 
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MIRANDA. I’m looking already. (As she leafs through 
dictionary.) Here it is—“enchant: to cast under a 
spell—” 

DAVE. A play does that. 

DOROTHY. See? It is like Oz. 

MIRANDA. “—to delight completely—” 

YOTTY (apprehensively). Completely? 

MIRANDA. —and the root meaning of “enchant” is 
about song chant, (Singing it.) to cast a spell— 

DOROTHY. So anyway, if you're the playwright, you just 
talk to the characters, in your head? 

YOTTY. Yes. And they talk to you. And each other. Every- 
body together figures it out and makes it happen. 
Wherever there’s a play made. (YOTTY has sincerely 
worked up to quite a state of exaltation by now.) 

DOROTHY (calmly agreeing). That’s how we do it. 

YOTTY. We? 

DOROTHY. Us kids. When we play things, you know. 

YOTTY. Oh. 

REB. She’s right. I'd forgotten. Funny— 

DAVE. —how you lose touch. 

YOTTY. Lucky you dropped in, Dorothy. 

DOROTHY. Well, in a way it’s luck, I guess. But you 
called me. And Mr. Baum sent me. 

YOTTY. Baum. You mean Lyman Frank Baum, of 
course. (The following done through cardboard tubes 
like a carny barker.) 

DAVE. The One... 

REB. The Only... 

WILL. The Original Author... 

ALL. ...of the 14 True Oz Books! 

DOROTHY. ’Course. He invented me. I go wherever he 
sends me. I travel a lot. 
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YOTTY. Of course. (To typewriter.) I've been trying to 
get in touch with him, too. You see, this play is in- 
spired by his stuff. Some people would call this crazy, 
but I talk to him, in fact. 

WILL. Does he talk to you? That’s the question. 

YOTTY. Yes! When I'm concentrating on Oz. He does. I 
hear him. 

MIRANDA. When I played Saint Joan, / heard voices. 

YOTTY. Well, maybe it is just my own thoughts, but 
something tells me what the characters do, what they 
say. 

DOROTHY. That’s why I’m here. Did you ever think 
about Mr. Baum’s name? 

YOTTY (delighted). I have, I have! (The COMPANY has 
gathered around now, ready to take part.) Baum! Sounds 
like “balm”—b-a-l-m—(Reads dictionary.)—“a fragrant 
ointment or oil that soothes and comforts.” And heals. 

MIRANDA. When you've been burned— 

DAVE. —or cut— 

WILL. —or cut down. 

YOTTY. Oz stories are a sort of saving, soothing soul- 
salve, see? 

DOROTHY. Making things come out right— 

MIRANDA. —and everything possible. 

YOTTY. Making you believe. 

DOROTHY. And believe in making. 

REB. Giving odd people an even chance. 

YOTTY. Baum—wow! Some name! 

DOROTHY (as she and WILL exchange a look). He was 
hoping you'd notice. 

REB (following YOTTY, tapping shoulder). Listen Elliott, 
are you gonna write this play or what? 

DAVE (jumping up). Yeah, let's work on the play. 


Act I ON THE ROAD! To Oz Page 13 


DOROTHY. Are we gonna work or play? 

DAVE (Groucho-style). With actors, it’s the same thing. 

YOTTY (mimics him). And playwrights. 

REB (joins the routine). And kids. Right, Dorothy? 

DOROTHY. I don’t know. I never thought about it. 
(Sudden drastic light change.) 

REB. Joe’s playing with the lights again. 

DAVE. To see if they work. 

DOROTHY. Oh. 

DAVE (crossing to her, taking hand, turning her around). 
You sure this is Dorothy? She doesn’t look much like 
Judy Garland. 

DOROTHY. Who’s Judy Garland? 

YOTTY. It’s irrelevant. 

DOROTHY. A rella what? 

YOTTY. After all, Judy Garland ought to look like you. 
You came first. 

DOROTHY. Who is Judy Garland? 

YOTTY. An actress who went to Oz in a moving picture. 

DOROTHY. Ozma has a Magic Moving Picture in her 
palace. Where was Judy Garland’s? 

REB. In movie palaces. 

MIRANDA (to DOROTHY). Aren’t you scared, being on 
stage? 

DOROTHY. A little. At first. But I’m pretty used to be- 
ing in new places. Besides, the Cowardly Lion says 
courage is being brave while you’re scared. 

REB. You’ve got gumption, Dorothy. 

DOROTHY. That’s a real Ozzy word, Reb. 

YOTTY (searching through book). And you know what 
Baum wrote about you when you were caught in a crisis. 

DOROTHY (moves toward YOTTY). A crisis? 

YOTTY (riffling pages). Like a storm or whatever? 
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DOROTHY (closer). 1 dont know. 

YOTTY (reading). “She didn’t lose her presence of mind 
even for a second.” 

DOROTHY (looking over YOTTY'’s shoulder). I'll have to 
remember that. I certainly wouldn't want to disappoint 
him. 

WILL. How could you, if he invented you? (Takes book.) 
He wouldn't let you. 

DOROTHY (recovers book). Don't be too sure. I have a 
mind of my own, now. 

REB. You're spunky. (Crossing to YOTTY.) I'd like to 
play that part. 

MIRANDA (crossing to YOTTY). Me, too. 

YOTTY. Well, not now. Dorothy’s here; she can be her- 
self. 

REB. Excuse me. I could do it, though. 

YOTTY (arm around REB’s shoulders). Don’t worry, 
there’s plenty of parts for you—(Including MIRANDA.) 
—and everyone else. So let's experiment. 

WILL. About time. 

YOTTY. Listen, you have to let your mind wander some- 
times—it’s like daydreaming; it’s not wasting time—it’s 
how the ideas come. (REB, DAVE, DOROTHY move 
typing table to extreme DR, clearing for action.) 

MIRANDA. So where do we wander next? 

WILL. Give us the picture. 

YOTTY. Picture! Picasso! 

DAVE. Picasso? 

YOTTY. You know what Picasso said-about how he 
painted? . 

DAVE (vaudeville-routine style). No, what did Picasso say 
about how he painted? 
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YOTTY (sailing on, intent). He said, “I put in my pictures 
everything I like.” 

WILL. Probably sounded better in Spanish. 

YOTTY (spilling it out while looking through book). He 
said the things just had to get along with each other, 
and he felt sorry for any artist that liked blondes but 
was afraid to put them in his pictures because they 
might not go with the apples. 

WILL. What? 

YOTTY. So that’s what I’m going to do now—just play 
around with parts of Oz that I like—and see how they 
get along together. 

DOROTHY (crosses to ladder, sits). That’s what we always 
did. 

YOTTY. Right! For instance, from Book Three, I need... 

WILL (joining in, like a side-show barker). ...The Hungry 
Tiger! 

DAVE (as TIGER). Hungry Tiger. That’s me! (Appears in 
tiger headdress, moving in character.) Coming right up, 
one Hungry Tiger! (To DOROTHY.) You certainly 
look delicious. (Sneaking up on her, over ladder.) You 
make my mouth water. And this is one Hungry Tiger. 

DOROTHY (moving away from him, her eyes fixed on his, 
anxiously). You are? 

TIGER (still sneakily pursuing). You can hardly imagine 
the size of my appetite—it seems to fill my whole 
body, from the end of my throat to the tip of my tail—I 
could eat one thousand (Name of local popular restau- 
rant.) pizzas, with everything but hold the anchovies! 

MIRANDA. That’s poor taste—they didn’t have pizzas in 
those days. 


Page 16 ON THE ROAD! To Oz Act I 


YOTTY (typing rapidly). Leave him alone: if Frank Baum 
was in (Town of performance.) this minute, he'd put 
that in. 

TIGER (looking steadily at DOROTHY and clicking his 
jaws together). But it isn't right to eat people. 

DOROTHY. Of course not. You mustn't ever do it under 
any circumstances. 

TIGER. I'll try to remember—but I'm a little...(Snapping 
jaws.)...absent-minded at times. (WILL and REB grab 
him and, singing drag him away.) 

WILL/REB. “Hold that Tiger!—boomboom, Hold that 
Tiger!” 

YOTTY (jumping up, book in hand). CUT! Now give me 
a Sawhorse! I want a 16-second Sawhorse scene! (Saw- 
horse is dragged on; DAVE gets under it.) 

WILL. You got it, Boss! 

YOTTY. Cue DOROTHY! 

DOROTHY (having whipped into place facing Sawhorse). 
Now? (Curtsies to Sawhorse.) I’m very pleased to meet 
you. Tell me, are you intelligent? 

DAVE (as SAWHORSE). Not very. Why waste intelli- 
gence on a common sawhorse when so many profes- 
sors need it? (And Sawhorse is dragged off as ALL sing 
and dance the vaudeville finish tune.) 

YOTTY. Will you welcome, please—The Nome King! 
(KING's fanfare, as he appears and sits on throne.) And 
Bill, The Talking Hen! 

MIRANDA (transforming into HEN, stops short. in shock). 
Bill? 

YOTTY (firmh, calmh,.) Bill. 

WILL (as KING). What! Laid an egg! In my throne 
room? How dare you do such a thing! 

MIRANDA (as HEN). I lay eggs wherever I happen to be. 
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DAVE (Groucho style). You can say that again! 

HEN. I lay eggs wherever I happen to be. 

KING (with classic vaudeville disdain). Well, what are you 
so haughty for? There’s nothing wonderful about that! 

HEN (fing him with a firm stare). Well...(Wait for it!) 
Can you do it? 

YOTTY. Blackout! (NOME KING and BILL exit in oppo- 
site directions.) 

DOROTHY. Rocketty ricketts, this is fun! 

DAVE. Rocketty ricketts?? 

YOTTY (undeterred, wound up). Book Two! Wogglebug! 
(Reading with color and verve, taking stage, acting now.) 
“Professor H. M. Wogglebug, T. E.!” The “H. M.” 
meant Highly Magnified— 


(MIRANDA enters as WOGGLEBUG.) 


YOTTY. —for the professor was once a little bug who 
got magnified to human size. The “7. E.” meant “Thor- 
oughly Educated”—or so she claimed. She was Presi- 
dent of The Royal Athletic College, and so that stu- 
dents would not have to study and lose time that could 
be spent on football, Professor Wogglebug invented 
the famous Educational Pills. If a college student took 
a History Pill after breakfast, he instantly knew his his- 
tory... 

WILL (swallowing invisible pill, shooting arm up to be 
called on—WOGGLEBUG points to him). The Decla- 
ration of Independence— 

YOTTY. —if she took a Literacy Pill, she could suddenly 
spell— 
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REB (like a cheerleader, with a jump, a leap). SUPER- 
CILIUS! SUPER: S-U-P-E-R! SILLY: S-I-L-L-Y! US: 
U-S! 

MIRANDA (as WOGGLEBUG). WRONG! Take an- 
other pill! (Gives REB another invisible pill, straight into 
mouth, which she gulps down.) 

REB (like a computer). Sorry! SUPERCILIOUS: S-U-P-E-R- 
C-I-L-I-O-U-S. 

YOTTY (to WOGGLEBUG). Superciliously! 

WOGGLEBUG. Correct! My pills are infallible! 

REB. I-N-F-O-O-L... 

YOTTY (reading pushes REB to bench). —and a Mathe- 
matics Pill enabled the students to do any problem. 

DAVE (Jamaica-Calbpso style). No problem! (ALL pace 
about, dancing rhythmically, reciting propositions.) The 
volume of a cone is jointly proportional to the height 
and the square of the radius! 

REB. The segments connecting consecutive midpoints of 
a quadrilateral form a parallelogram! 

WILL. The logarithm of a product is equal to the sum of 
the logarithm of the parts! 

YOTTY (cuts off their fevered build, freezes them). —with- 
out having to think about it! These useful pills made the 
college very popular, because it was the easiest possible 
way to get thoroughly educated, and win a T. E. degree. 
(The “STUDENTS” playing “Star Wars” theme on ka- 
zoos—march past WOGGLEBUG, who shakes hands 
with EACH in a condensed mock commencement cere- 
mony.) In spite of this, Professor Wogglebug was not 
popular, for she was too oztentatious—(YOTTY breaks 
up, in delight, as WOGGLEBUG is yanked off-stage by 
DAVE and WILL.) 

REB. O-Z-T-E... 
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YOTTY (looking after WOGGLEBUG). Nobody loves a 
showoff. I’m surprised Ozma kept the Wogglebug on 
her council. (YOTTY joins DOROTHY, sitting next to 
her.) 

DOROTHY. Ozma sees whatever’s best in everybody. 
And the Wogglebug does make us laugh. She's crazy 
about puns—jest a WORD -jester, she says. 

YOTTY. You're tolerably tolerant yourself, for one so 
young. 

DOROTHY. I don’t know that I’m so young, really. 
There's no Time in Oz, remember. 

YOTTY. Or maybe all Time? 

DOROTHY. Anyhow, we don’t worry about age there. 

REB. It must be great not to be “Age Groupied!” 

DAVE. To take your own time to be your own self! 

WILL. In the Time Of Your Life, live! 

MIRANDA (singing and dancing). Just in time... 

YOTTY. You found me! 

DAVE. —just in time! 

YOTTY (gives them “cut” signal visually). Times out! 

REB (breaks out in one last lone tap step). Time Step! 

YOTTY (riding over her). Time—Once upon a fime: in 
the Gillikin Country...(Purple light.)...where every- 
thing was purple—Book Two: The Land of Oz... 
(Opening the book picked up from table.) 

DOROTHY. I’m not in this one, but I love to hear it. 
(She lies down, chin in hands, getting comfortable, set- 
tling in to watch.) 

YOTTY (sits, as ALL gather around to hear). ...there 
lived a youth named Tippetarius—Tip, for short—who 
had been brought as a baby to be reared by the old 
woman named Mombi, a Sorceress, aspiring to be a 
Wizardess. 
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REB (covetously). Mombi’s a great part, Elliott. I’m right 
for it. 

YOTTY (reading). “Now this boy remembered nothing of 
his parents...” 

REB. An orphan! 

DOROTHY. I'm an orphan, too. 

MIRANDA. That's right! I never thought of that—right 
from the start you lived with your Aunt and Uncle... 
REB. I’ve always secretly suspected I’m an orphan. (Ex- 
cited.) I have this mysterious feeling I don't really 

know where I come from... 

DAVE (it’s a thought he’s never expressed before). Me too. 

MIRANDA (playing with it, mysterioso). Like you might 
be royalty... 

DAVE. —if only the truth were known... 

DOROTHY. Like Tip turning out to be really Princess 
Ozma in disguise. 

DAVE (interested). Does he? 

REB. Independent— 

YOTTY. —belonging to no one! Maybe it’s kind of royal 
to rule yourself... 

MIRANDA. Who needs a kingdom? If you believe in 
yourself. 

YOTTY (excited by the connection). Listen to this: “Tip 
was a boy who believed in himself...who imagined he 
could do anything he could imagine.” 

REB. Imagined he could do anything he could-imagine... 
(Suddenly, urgently.) Yotty, I imagine I could do 
Mombi the Sorceress! Please? I’m wild to act ugly for 
a change—try me?! 

YOTTY. Why not? 

REB (interrupting whipping into MOMBI robe). Can I 
Jump right into the scene where Mombi’s doing the 
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spell on the Pumpkinhead puppet, with the Potent 
Powder of Life, to transform him into a living— 

YOTTY. Yes, you may! You may take three Mombi 
steps! (Lights change color. YOTTY places DAVE, now 
in his costume fragment and headpiece, DC, like a huge 
puppet.) 

REB (as MOMBI, working herself into cabalistic trance, 
magic hand signals, etc., chants). Weaugh! (More ritual 
moves and mutters.) Teaugh! (Builds to shriek.) Peaugh! 

DAVE (as JACK PUMPKINHEAD, who has been brought 
to life, matter-of-fact, reproachful, contrasting tone). 
Don’t yell like that! Do you think I’m deaf? 

YOTTY (reading to REB). She’s “frantic with delight”— 

MOMBI (dancing ecstatically). He lives! (Screaming the 
words, tearing around entire stage, laughing hysterically, 
etc.) HE LIVES! HE LIVES! (And she winds up leap- 
ing into DAVE’s arms.) 

YOTTY. Rebel, your Mombi is—riveting! 

MOMBI (going intensely on, not wanting to stop). What do 
you know, Pumpkinhead? 

PUMPKINHEAD (setting MOMBI on her feet). Well, 
that’s hard to tell. (Really figuring it out as he goes 
along.) For although I feel I know a tremendous iot, 
I’m not yet aware of how much there is to know. So it 
will take me a little time to find out whether I’m very 
smart or very stupid. (Throughout speech he is experi- 
mentally observing movements of his arms and legs, etc.) 

YOTTY (amused, quietly marveling at both Baum’s char- 
acter and the actor’s portrayal). Spoken with the cour- 
age of a philosopher. 

MOMBI (heedless, concentrating on her lines). Naturally. 

PUMPKINHEAD (culminating in triumphant break-dan- 
cing bit). But I’m not ordinary, that I feel sure of. 
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YOTTY. That plays. We'll keep that. (With pad, making 
notes.) The idea of being brought to life, the natural 
miracle... 

REB (taking off Mombi robe). ...or science fiction— 
Frankenstein. (Monster-moving.) 

DAVE (removing headpiece). —except Pumpkinhead 
never goes berserk. 

MIRANDA. But Baum could have got that meddling- 
with-nature stuff from Frankenstein. 

YOTTY (intrigued). I wonder! Did you, Mr. Baum? (Cen- 
ter, looking up. WILL silently mouths, “That's for me to 
know and you to find out.”) 

MIRANDA (after a short silence). What did he say? 

YOTTY. That’s for me to know and you to find out. 

REB. Oh, don t! 

YOTTY (looking, puzzled, toward WILL). That’s what 
Baum said. That I have to do my own finding out. If 
he’d wanted to expiain more, he would have. (To 
WILL.) Wouldn’t he? 

WILL. Search me. 

YOTTY. Search. Just like in Oz. And— 

MIRANDA. Never mind, Elliott. You’ve let your mind 
wander enough. Phone home! 

YOTTY. All right, already! Dave, can you do that last 
Pumpkinhead line again? 

DAVE. Sure. Uhhh...you mean, “But I’m not ordinary?” 
I love that line! 

YOTTY. Me, too!—because in Oz, everyone's different— 
and everyone’s accepted for their own unique— 

WILL. We get it, don’t explain, let's play it... _ 

YOTTY. You have to explain to yourself some—or you 
can’t go on writing. 
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MIRANDA (getting into robe). Yotty, can I try Mombi’s 
magic brew scene? 

YOTTY. All right. Sure. Where's Tip? Take it from, “I’m 
hungry.” (WILL plants iron pot with spoon C, then 
moves away.) 

REB (as TIP, already in costume, coming into scene). I'm 
hungry. 

MIRANDA (as MOMBI, relishing her evil ways). You 
won’t be hungry long. (As she stirs and adds stuff to a 
pot, referring nearsightedly to a recipe.) 

TIP (consumed with apprehension). What’s that for? 

MOMBI (intent, gloating). For you. (As she adds a disgust- 
ing invisible ingredient—something picked from her 
scalp?) 

TIP. Do I have to drink that stuff? 

MOMBI. Yes. (Delighted, plops in another revolting invisi- 
ble ingredient.) 

TIP. What’ll it do to me? 

MOMEBI (uninterrupted concentration on her Stirring). If 
it’s made right, it'll change you into a marble statue. 

TIP. I don’t want to be a marble statue. 

YOTTY. Remember, for a kid to be stone-still is a fate 
worse than death... 

TIP (with more feeling). I don’t want to be a marble 
statue! 

MOMBI (smelling spoon critically). That doesn’t matter; I 
want you to be one. 

DAVE. That’s what they said about making me go into 
computers. 

TIP (muttering weak and discouraged). Maybe it won't 
work. 

DAVE. It sure didn’t. 
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MOMBI (cheerfully, plunking in a climactic revolting, 
imaginary ingredient). 1 think it will; I seldom make a 
mistake. (And MIRANDA, as HERSELF, laughs as she 
gets out of robe.) 

YOTTY. Right. You’re both good Mombi’s. (Arms 
around each of them.) Different, and both good. But 
anyway, Mombi does make a mistake—she gets care- 
less, which gives Tip a chance to escape, so we get an- 
other of those...(Snapping fingers.)...break-away, get- 
away, find-a-way, take-to-the-who-knows-where-it- 
leads road scenes— 

TIP. Come on, Jack, Pumpkinhead, we're off! (TIP takes 
DAVE by hand, leads him playfully as WILL takes 
MOMBI’s pot off.) 

PUMPKINHEAD (joining the mood and the move). 
Where to? 

TIP. You'll know as soon as I do. All we’ve got to do now 
is tramp. 

PUMPKINHEAD. All right. 

TIP. Remember, I invented you. If I’d known we were 
going to travel together I might have been a little more 
particular. 

PUMPKINHEAD (singing). “Maybe we're ragged and 
funny...” 

TIP (joining in song). “But we'll travel along...” 

PUMPKINHEAD. “—singin’ our song...” 

BOTH (together). “Side-by-side!” 

YOTTY (back to desk). We're getting our act together 
and taking it on the yellow brick road! ( + ALL drop 
down to relax, take a break.) 

REB. You know why I love the Oz books? 

WILL. You're going to tell us, why ask? 
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REB (undeterred). Because, look at the PARTS for ac- 
tresses! Old Baum was ahead of his time—ninety years 
ago, and he puts in these great female characters, with 
power— 

MIRANDA. —and brains... 

WILL. What have you got against males? 

REB. Who, me? I love ‘em. I even think they're equal. 

WILL. Nobody’s equal to you, Rebel. 

MIRANDA (wistfully). You know how it turns out that 
Tip is really Ozma, and was changed into a boy as a 
baby, by Mombi the Witch? And then transformed 
later back into her true Ozma self? 

DAVE. I don't. I can’t even follow that. 

DOROTHY. She’s right; that’s how it was. 

MIRANDA. Well, maybe Ozma was lucky to be a boy as 
a kid. I mean, face it: boys still get to do more things, 
so they get more practice in being brave and smart 
while they’re growing up. So then it was easier for 
Ozma to be a good head of state? 

DOROTHY. / always get to have adventures. 

REB. And you're brave and smart. Like when that mean 
Princess Langwedere says to you, “Tell me: are you of 
royal blood?”—and you say— 

DOROTHY. “Better than that, ma’am; I came from Kan- 
sas.” She had to be sassed back. Too high and mighty 
to put up with. I can’t stand silly girls. 

WILL. Good for you, Dorothy; you’re not prejudiced. 

DOROTHY. Prejudiced? 

WILL. —in favor of the fair sex, I mean. 

REB. Or against the unfair sex? 

MIRANDA. Start the revolution without me. (She exits.) 

YOTTY. REVOLUTION! All right now—(Leafing 
through book.)—here’s where the Scarecrow, who is 
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now the Ruler of Oz, returns to his Emerald City Pal- 
ace and finds General Jinjur and her All-Girl Army of 
REVOLT have taken squatters’ rights. Army of occu- 
pation. Occupying the Emerald City. (WILL has gotten 
into SCARECROW costume, with DOROTHY '’s help; 
REB exits. YOTTY has been putting apron on DAVE, 
and has given him a broom, which he is now sweeping 
with, in a clumsy, amateur style.) Take it, Scarecrow. 

WILL (as SCARECROW). What's happened? 

DAVE (as HOUSEHUSBAND, hurt and bewildered). 
Why, we've had a revolution, Your Majesty. Since you 
went away the women have been running things to suit 
themselves. I’m glad you’ve come back to restore 
order, because this housework and the children are 
wearing out every man in the Emerald City. 

SCARECROW. Hmm...If it’s such hard work, how did 
the women manage it? 

HOUSEHUSBAND (sighing). Don’t ask me! Ask Gen- 
eral Jinjur—(Drags on throne, with REB, as JINJUR, 
Seated on it, one leg over throne’s arm and calmly eating 
green grapes.) —I mean Queen Jinjur. 

SCARECROW. How dare you sit in my throne? Don't 
you know you're guilty of treason, and there’s a law 
against treason? 

REB (as JINJUR, spitting a seed). The throne belongs to 
whoever can take it. I took it, so just now I’m Queen, 
and you are guilty of treason, and have to be ‘punished 
by the law you just mentioned. 

SCARECROW. Well, how do you like that? What next? 


(WOGGLEBUG enters.) 
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WOGGLEBUG (portntously). Why don’t you—(Sudden 
inspiration.)—marry the Queen? And then you can 
both rule. 

JINJUR (laughing contemptuously). Don’t be absurd. 
(Suddenly leaps into karate match with SCARECROW.) 
Any more trouble from you and I'll have the cook 
make “wonton” (Pronounced one ton.) soup of you...or 
Hungarian goulash! (Karate foot thrust.) You are all my 
prisoners! (As her throne is being pushed off, she leaps 
back onto it.) 

YOTTY. Now comes The Great Escape scene. The 
Scarecrow and Tip and Jack Pumpkinhead and the 
Wogglebug are all Jinjur’s prisoners in the palace... 
The Scarecrow— 

SCARECROW. —figures out, with his splendid brains, 
the inspiration that the only way they can escape is 
through the air, in some sort of machine with wings to 
carry them away. So they sneak up to the roof, every- 
one bringing something for the invention.../(DOROTHY 
and YOTTY settle down happily to be AUDIENCE.) 

WOGGLEBUG (carrying on Gump-head). 1 found this 
over the mantelpiece in the great hallway... 

TIP. —and here’s a sofa...(Drags on, seat facing D.) 

PUMPKINHEAD. —and a broom, and some palm leaves... 

TIP (picking it up from couch). —and here’s rope— 

SCARECROW (solemnly). The first thing required is a 
body big enough to carry us all. This sofa is the biggest 
thing we have—(They ALL squeeze onto it.)—but if the 
machine ever tipped sideways—(Dumping them from 
behind.) —we’d all slide off and fall to the ground. (As 
they do.) 

PUMPKINHEAD. What do you mean, we? 

TIP (picking herself up). Why not use two sofas? 
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SCARECROW. Sensible suggestion! Bring on another 
one right now! (TIP drags on second sofa. They ALL 
re-position the two, seat-to-seat and diagonally angled.) 

TIP. Excellent! (As they tie the sofas together with clothes- 
line.) We can ride inside this nest snug as bugs in a 
rug! 

WOGGLEBUG. Especially me. I am a bug! (Fastening 
Gump-head to front end.) This will show which is the 
front end of the Thing. And really, if you examine it 
critically, the Gump looks impressive as a figurehead. 

SCARECROW. You oughta know! 

PUMPKINHEAD (attaching sofas on the other side). Are 
they strong enough? 

SCARECROW. They’re as strong as anything we’ve got 
...we’re not in a position to be very particular. 

WOGGLEBUG. An elegant design! A state-of-the-art 
Gump! The Thing is now complete, and only needs to 
be brought to life— 

SCARECROW. Who’s got the Powder of Life? 

PUMPKINHEAD. Wait a minute! Aren’t we going to use 
my broom? 

SCARECROW. What for? 

PUMPKINHEAD. Why, for the tail! (Starting to fasten it 
on.) You certainly can't call the Thing complete with- 
out a tail. 

WOGGLEBUG. I don’t see the use of a tail. We're not 
trying to copy a bird. 

TIP. Aren’t we? I’ve noticed birds use their tails to steer 
with, like a rudder, while they're flying. 

SCARECROW. True! And now it’s ready...to be brought 
to life. The Powder, please! 
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TIP. The Thing looks very big. I hope there’s enough 
powder. (TIP sprinkles powder ceremoniously over Gump, 
mum bling magic words, under YOTTY'’s narration.) 

YOTTY. It was a grave and impressive ceremony. As the 
incantation ended, the Thing shuddered throughout its 
huge hulk, the Gump gave the screeching cry that is 
familiar to those animals...(ALL have climbed into it, 
and are “shuddering” it.)—screeching cry? Familiar to 
those animals? (And now we hear an experimental, 
nerve-chilling screeching cry. Pleased.)...and then the 
wings began to flap furiously. (They ALL peer anxiously 
at YOTTY.) Flap furiously! (And they do, gradually get- 
ting into it and enjoying it like children playing.) And 
now the Gump rose slowly from the roof and grace- 
fully into the air. (ALL move their bodies in synchro- 
nized, simulated flight.) 

WOGGLEBUG (singing). “Up we go...” 

SCARECROW. Hold on tight, the Gump wobbles! 

WOGGLEBUG (as ALL gaze down over edges). The sce- 
nic effect from this altitude is marvelous! 

SCARECROW. Never mind the scenery—who’s navigat- 
ing? 

WOGGLEBUG. We're lost! 

TIP. Turn around, Gump! 

YOTTY (as Gump’s VOICE).1 CAN'T TURN AROUND! 

PUMPKINHEAD. I'm steering with the tail! 

SCARECROW. Straight into the side of—HELP! 

TIP. There’s a mountain coming! (ALL yell, scream, with 
crash sound effect, and the Gump flies apart, and every- 
one spills out.) 

YOTTY. CURTAIN! 

WILL. Thanks a lot. 

YOTTY (happy, almost smug). What do you think? 
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DOROTHY (who has clapped her hands in delight). I 
liked it—this is fun...(As she helps WILL up.) 

WILL (getting out of costume). It’s kid stuff. (DOROTHY 's 
feelings are obviously hurt.) 

REB (flaring at WILL). Why don’t you grow up? (Puts her 
arm around DOROTHY.) You're old enough to realize 
kids know things you’ve forgotten all about! 

YOTTY (jotting down notes, excited). Can’t you see the 
meanings, all the way from Icharus to the Wright 
Brothers on that sand dune in North Carolina? 

MIRANDA (taking off costume). All the way to metapsy- 
chology and space probes? 

WILL. Oh, come off it. (And he moves away from them.) 
It’s only Oz. 

REB. You give me a pain like— 

WILL. Like what, Little Rebel? 

REB. Don’t call me little! 

YOTTY (coming between them). Quiet! I don’t want to 
get mixed up with personal feelings between actors; 
you're not even real yet. This theatre is in my head, 
after all! 

DOROTHY. I'm real. And I really come from Oz, not 
from your— 

YOTTY. Into my head. And I know you're real. You are 
if I am, anyway. 

MIRANDA. Then so are we, Elliott Marlowe. You 
couldn’t even get a glimpse of these scenes—without us 
to play them for you. 

YOTTY (to them). You're turning on me. What do you 
want from me? 

WILL. What do you want from us? 
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YOTTY. I want you to go on being yourselves. I honestly 
do. Just don’t mill around so much; don’t get so car- 
ried away. You make my head ache. 

MIRANDA. You did ask us in, after all. (And she moves 
away a little.) 

REB. You can be pretty hard to please. (She draws away, 
too. Lights begin a very long gradual fade.) 

YOTTY (beginning to get desperate, placating). I know it. 
Don’t desert me, whatever you do. (They are not, how- 
ever, coming around.) Listen, don’t think I’m not grate- 
ful. I know you're what the play is made of; it all 
comes from you. But get this straight: I’m the one that 
has to make the decisions around here; I’m the one 
that started this, and I’m the one that’s got to finish it. 

REB (under her breath, like a school kid behind the 
teacher's back). The sooner, the better. 

WILL (muttering to the other CHARACTERS). That's 
what s/he thinks. 

YOTTY (turing on him). You bet your sweet straw it’s 
what I think! I’ve got a right to an opinion, don’t I? I 
didn’t ask to write this play. It just needed doing. 

WILL. You're breaking my heart. (They are moving away, 
through AUDIENCE, by now.) 

MIRANDA. Strikes me a person needs all the help s/he 
can get to write a play. 

DAVE. Must be very lonely work. 

YOTTY. Oh, don’t! 

MIRANDA. Getting cold in here, isn’t it? (Draws further 
away on her line, as do the OTHERS on theirs.) 

DAVE. And dark. 

REB. Empty. 

MIRANDA. Still. 
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WILL. Our playwright wants quiet. (And they've ALL left, 
exiting silently and smoothly—ghost-like—through the 
AUDIENCE.) 

DOROTHY. I guess they don’t want to play anymore, 
Yotty. 

YOTTY. Dorothy, get them back. Tell them I was just 
tired. Please? 

DOROTHY. I am sorry for you. And I am always curious 
to know what happens next. 

YOTTY (dismal and forlorn). Me, too. (Holding head.) 
But, I don’t know what happens next. If the characters 
leave, you're lost. 

DOROTHY. You lost them, you know. 

YOTTY. Go find them. Please. 

DOROTHY (after a held moment). Well. I can always try. 
(And she leaves stage to follow them through AUDI- 
ENCE. Background: we hear the song “Oh, we dont 
know what's coming tomorrow... Maybe it’s trouble and 
Sorrow... ”) 

YOTTY (DC, peering out). Don’t you leave me...Doro- 
thy? (But she has—for the moment?) 

ALL. “In all kinds of weather...” 

YOTTY (calling plaintively, softly). —We’re not through 
yet! (As the original single light fades on YOTTY, clutch- 
ing the yellow scratch pad.) 

ALL (still singing in a still further distance). “What if the 
sky should fall...?” 

YOTTY. You're coming back, aren't you? (A quiet wail.) 
Aren't you? Dorothy? (To AUDIENCE.) We're still 
here. But where in the world can we-go from here? 
(And the spot fades out on YOTTY, abandoned, help- 
less.) 

CURTAIN 


ACT TWO 


SCENE: YOTTY is discovered alone at typewriter again, in 
the single spot, elbows planted on either side of type- 
writer, blank face supported in hands. Crumpled-up 
paper lies around the table on the floor, a sad image of 
waste. 


YOTTY. I’m sorry. They didn’t come back. (S/he pecks at 
a few keys in a desultory way.) What happened to the 
tap dance? (Hunts and pecks a little more.) What about 
“Writing is a rhythm instrument?” Maybe I need a 
word processor! (Types.) S-A-Y S-o-m-e-t-h-i-n-g— 
Don’t just sit there! (But the typewriter just sits there.) 
Whatever happened to “Writing is sleight of hand?” 
(Looking at one hand, palm up, disembodied.) Well, I 
guess my hand’s just too slight. (Looking up, around.) 
“Milton, thou shouldst be with us at this hour!” (Ex- 
ploding.) And where are you when I need you, Baum? 
(S/he gets up, rips paper out, wheels table around, doing 
a little tap dance with it. Singing.) “What if the sky 
should fall?” (Another bit of dancing, juggles two paper- 
wad balls, kicks others while dancing.) “Long as we're 
together, it doesn’t matter at all.” (Stops.) But I’m not 
together! So it does matter! The only part that’s still 
true is, “Writing is whistling in the dark!” (And s/he 
closes her eyes, gropes around with outstretched arms 
while whistling “Somewhere over the rainbow... ”) 


33 


Page 34 ON THE ROAD! To Oz Act I 
(DOROTHY is entering through AUDIENCE.) 


DOROTHY. “Way up high...” (Tosses a crumpled-up 
paper ball to YOTTY.) 

YOTTY (tentatively). Dorothy? (Goes gingerly to her, 
touches her to see if she’s really there.) I was afraid you 
were lost! 

DOROTHY. I thought you were. 

YOTTY. Whatever you say. (Tossing paper ball back to 
DOROTHY.) You lead; I follow. 

DOROTHY (catching it). All right. (Unfolds paper and 
reads.) Let’s see: lost! I know! (Claps her hands to- 
gether, returns paper; it’s magic.) I know what you're 
looking for! 

YOTTY. You do?! 

DOROTHY. The Road to Oz! Book Five! And I'm in it! 

YOTTY (revelation). Why didn't I think of that?! It’s just 
what the play needs! 

DOROTHY (tums to YOTTY, puts her finger to her own 
lips). Shhh! (Then stands still at C, concentrating, evok- 
ing, invoking.) 


(WILL, as SHAGGY MAN, enters from AUDIENCE.) 


SHAGGY MAN. Please, Miss, can you tell me the road 
to Butterfield? 

DOROTHY. Oh yes, Sir, I can tell you. But-it isn’t this 
road at all, Shaggy Man. 

SHAGGY MAN (moving toward stage)..No? 

DOROTHY (moving toward him). No. You cross the ten- 
acre lot, follow the lane to the highway, go north to the 
five crossroads, and take—wait a minute... 


Act I ON THE ROAD! To Oz Page 35 


SHAGGY MAN (leaning against wall, eating apple). 1 am 
waiting, Miss, and take your time—I'm in no hurry at 
all. 

DOROTHY. I meant—let’s see... 

SHAGGY MAN (agreeing cheerfully). Let’s. 

DOROTHY. You take the road next to the willow stump, 
I believe—or else the road by the gopher holes—or is 
it..7 

SHAGGY MAN (moving in). Won’t any one of ‘em do, 
Miss? 

DOROTHY. "Course not, Shaggy Man. You've got to 
take the right road to get to Butterfield. 

SHAGGY MAN (another move). Oh, is that right? Well, 
so is that the one by the gopher hole, or— 

DOROTHY (leaving stage, moves toward him). Never 
mind. I'll have to show you the way, since you can’t 
understand. Come on, Shaggy Man. 

YOTTY (typing intently, happily). They begin to walk, 
Dorothy leading. Shaggy Man, eating an apple, stum- 
bles over a ground bump, as if he’s thinking of some- 
thing else and doesn’t notice it. (DOROTHY and 
SHAGGY MAN “follow” the directions, and then DOR- 
OTHY picks up cue immediately.) 

DOROTHY. My, but you're clumsy! Are your feet tired? 

SHAGGY MAN. No, Miss; it’s my whiskers. They tire 
very easily in this warm weather. I wish it would snow, 
don’t you? 

DOROTHY. ‘Course not, Shaggy Man. If it snowed in 
August it would spoil the corn and then Uncle Henry 
wouldn’t have any crops, and that would make him 
poor, and— 

SHAGGY MAN. Never mind. It won't snow, I guess. fs 
this the lane? 
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DOROTHY. Yes. I'll go as far as the highway with you. 
(She leads him across a row within the AUDIENCE.) 
SHAGGY MAN. Thank you, Miss; you’re very kind for 

your size, I’m sure. 

DOROTHY. I believe I could find it blindfolded. 

SHAGGY MAN (eamestly). Don’t do that, Miss. You 
might make a mistake. (YOTTY, on stage, runs C to 
point the way for DOROTHY.) 

DOROTHY (doing her own pointing). There! That’s it, 
Shaggy Man. 

SHAGGY MAN. I’m much obliged, Miss. (Starts along a 
different road.) 

DOROTHY (following). Not that one! You're going 
wrong. 

SHAGGY MAN (stopping). I thought you said that other 
was the road to Butterfield. 

DOROTHY. It is. 

SHAGGY MAN (resuming his way, cheerfully). Well, I 
don’t want to go to Butterfield, Miss. 

DOROTHY. You don’t? 

SHAGGY MAN (crossing onto stage). Of course not. I 
wanted you to show me that road, so I wouldn't go 
there by mistake. 

DOROTHY (joining him). Oh. Where do you want to go, 
then? 

SHAGGY MAN (DC). I'm not particular, Miss. Seems to 
me a person could go most anywhere, from-here. 

DOROTHY (looking all around, and.out at AUDIENCE). 
These roads are all strange—and what-a lot of them 
there are! Where do you suppose they all go? 

SHAGGY MAN (sitting comfortabhy, to rest). Roads don’t 
go anywhere. They stay in one place, so people can 
travel on them. 
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DOROTHY (sitting next to him, for comfort). I\'m afraid, 
Shaggy Man, that we’re lost. 

SHAGGY MAN. That’s nothing to be afraid of. Each of 
these roads must lead somewhere, or it wouldn’t be 
here. So what does it matter? 

DOROTHY. I want to go home again. 

SHAGGY MAN. Well, why don't you? 

DOROTHY. I don’t know which road to take. 

SHAGGY MAN (offering his apple). Have an apple. 

DOROTHY. I'm not hungry. 

SHAGGY MAN. But you may be tomorrow. Then you'll 
be sorry you didn’t eat the apple. 

DOROTHY. If I am, I'll eat the apple then. 

SHAGGY MAN. Maybe there won't be any apple then. 

DOROTHY. Why didn’t you want to go to Butterfield? 

SHAGGY MAN. Because a man lives there that owes me 
fifteen cents, and if he saw me he'd want to pay it 
back. I don’t want money, my dear. 

DOROTHY. Why not? 

SHAGGY MAN. Money makes people proud and 
haughty. All I want is for people to love me, and as 
long as I own the Love Magnet, everyone I meet is 
sure to love me dearly. 

DOROTHY. The Love Magnet! Why, what's that? 

SHAGGY MAN (low, mysterious). I'll show you if you 
won't tell anyone. 

DOROTHY. There’s nobody to tell. 

SHAGGY MAN (portentously, brings a small parcel 
wrapped in crumpled paper out of his pocket, then takes 
out small metal horseshoe). This, my dear, is the won- 
derful Love Magnet. It was given me by an Eskimo in 
the Sandwich Islands—where there are no sandwiches 
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at all—and as long as I carry it every living thing will 
love me dearly. 

DOROTHY. Why didn’t the Eskimo keep it? 

SHAGGY MAN. He got tired of being loved. So he gave 
me the Magnet and the very next day a grizzly bear ate 
him. 

DOROTHY. Wasn't he sorry then? 

SHAGGY MAN. He didn’t say. (Putting away Magnet.) 
But the bear didn’t seem sorry a bit. 

DOROTHY. Did you know the bear? 

SHAGGY MAN. Yes; we used to play ball together in 
the Caviar Islands. The bear loved me because I had 
the Love Magnet. I couldn’t blame him for eating the 
Eskimo, because it was his nature to do it. 

DOROTHY. Once I knew a Hungry Tiger who longed to 
eat people because it was his nature to, but he never 
ate any because he had a conscience. 

SHAGGY MAN (sighing). This bear had no conscience, 
you see. (Pause.) What’s your name, little girl? 

DOROTHY. My name’s Dorothy, but—(Jumping up.) 
what are we going to do? We can’t stay here forever, 
you know, just talking. 

SHAGGY MAN. Well we could, maybe. But let’s take 
the seventh road. Seven is a lucky number for girls 
named Dorothy. 

DOROTHY. The seventh from where? 

SHAGGY MAN. From where you start to count. (DOR- 
OTHY counts, under her breath, pointing in various di- 
rections.) : 

YOTTY (tc SHAGGY MAN). This is where-you begin to 
whistle cheerful tunes, Shag. 
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WILL. I was just going to. I love this part. Whistling’s 
what I do best. That, and cartwheels. I’m good at cart- 
wheels. (Does one with splendid, radiant clumsiness.) 

YOTTY. We can’t use cartwheels, Shag, it’s not in char- 
acter. You can hardly walk, remember. 

WILL. Oh, right. I didn’t mean—I just happened to men- 
tion... 

YOTTY. Whistle, Shag. 

DOROTHY (hanging onto her patience). He will if you— 
(SHAGGY MAN, to forestall conflict, quickly begins 
whistling “Side By Side” and ambling again, jauntily, 
Shaggily.) 

WILL (experimenting with it). Hey, can we make up a sort 
of shaggy little dance step here? 


(REB is entering from AUDIENCE to YOTTY’s sur- 
prised, welcoming hug.) 


REB. We could call it The Shaggy Shamble! 


(MIRANDA is also entering from AUDIENCE, to de- 
lighted reunion with YOTTY.) 


MIRANDA. The Shaggy Schleppy Shamble! 
(DAVE, bursting on, connects with YOTTY.) 


DAVE. The Shaggy Schleppy Shamble Shuffle Shag! 

YOTTY (jubilantly relieved to have them all back). The 
Sheppy Shuffy—( Breaking down.) Shucks, I can’t even 
Say it! 

WILL (doing it). The thing is to dance it. 
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MIRANDA. I can say it: Shaggy Schlappy Shemble Sup- 
ple—I mean—wait— 

YOTTY. Supple! That’s good; keep it in! 

REB. The Shaggy Schleppy Shamble Supple Shuffle Shag. 

DAVE. Whoever says it three times wins The Diction 
Dash Alliteration Arts Articulation Award! (ALL try it, 
improvising movement, dance as they do.) 

YOTTY (waving arms to cut off the climactic chaos). 
Well, let me think about it. (DAVE unobtrusively exits 
during dance, as does MIRANDA, in the opposite direc- 
tion.) 

WILL (still really into the dancing). Shag on down! (REB 
is already getting into Button-Bright costume piece.) 

YOTTY. To—what’s next? 

DOROTHY. The Button-Bright meeting! 

YOTTY. Button-Bright? (REB goes into BUTTON- 
BRIGHT character and business.) You're discovered 
digging, remember—(Reading.) “in a somber and per- 
sistent fashion.” Keep it simple. Wow, the symbolism! 
Here’s this child, digging— 

WILL. Just let us try it. 

YOTTY (to DOROTHY). So you go— 

DOROTHY (to REB). Who are you? 

REB (as BUTTON-BRIGHT, calm, earnest, digging). I’m 
Button-Bright. 

DOROTHY. But what’s your real name? 

BUTTON-BRIGHT. Button-Bright. 

DOROTHY. That isn’t a really-truly name! 

BUTTON-BRIGHT. Isn’t it? 

DOROTHY. ’Course not. It’s just a—thing to call you by. 
You must have a name. 

BUTTON-BRIGHT. I must? 

DOROTHY. Sure. What does your mama call, you? 
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BUTTON-BRIGHT. Button-Bright. Because Papa always 
said I was bright as a button. 

DOROTHY. But— 

SHAGGY MAN (smiling). Never mind. We'll call you 
Button-Bright, like your mama does. Good a name as 
any, and better than some. 

DOROTHY (after a beat, watching him dig). Where do 
you live? 

BUTTON-BRIGHT. Don’t know. 

DOROTHY. How did you come here? 

BUTTON-BRIGHT. Don’t know. 

DOROTHY. Don’t you know where you came from? 

BUTTON-BRIGHT (calm as ever). No. 

DOROTHY (to SHAGGY MAN). Why, he must be lost. 
(To BUTTON-BRIGHT.) What are you gonna do? 

YOTTY (delighted). Matter-of-fact, cool as a cucumber— 

BUTTON-BRIGHT (doing it). Dig. 

DOROTHY (persisting). But you can’t dig forever, and 
what are you gonna do then? 

BUTTON-BRIGHT. Don’t know. 

DOROTHY. But you must know something! 

BUTTON-BRIGHT (going on, in character). I must? 

DOROTHY. Of course you must. 

BUTTON-BRIGHT. What must I know? 

YOTTY. You're really asking. 

BUTTON-BRIGHT (sincerely experimenting, does it an- 
other way—both of the readings working). What must I 
know? 

DOROTHY (only instantaneously stumped). What’s going 
to become of you, for one thing. 

BUTTON-BRIGHT. Do you know what's going to be- 
come of me? 

DOROTHY. Not exactly. 
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YOTTY (to BUTTON-BRIGHT). Curious! A regular Ein- 
stein— 

BUTTON-BRIGHT (eamestly). Do you know what’s 
going to become of you? 

YOTTY (to DOROTHY). —and now you remember 
you re “lost—” 

DOROTHY (to YOTTY; enjoying the realization, agree- 
ing) Mmmmm...I can’t say I do. (SHAGGY MAN 
laughs at both BUTTON-BRIGHT and the meaning.) 

YOTTY. Right, this is where you laugh, Shaggy Man— 
kind laughing, compassionate — 

SHAGGY MAN. No one knows everything, Dorothy. 

DOROTHY. But Button-Bright doesn’t seem to know 
anything. (And this is an honest question.) Do you, But- 
ton-Bright? 

BUTTON-BRIGHT (with perfect calmness). Don't know. 

DOROTHY (exasperated). You're just awful stupid, But- 
ton- Bright. 

BUTTON-BRIGHT (interested). Am 1? 

DOROTHY. Yes, you are! 

BUTTON-BRIGHT. Why? 

DOROTHY (a burst). I don’t know! (Trying to recover 
from falling into it.) 1 mean...(From the superiority of 
HER greater age.) That’s for you to answer. 

SHAGGY MAN (quickly intervening). Well, let’s start on, 
or we won't get anywhere before night comes. 

DOROTHY. Where do you expect to get to? 

SHAGGY MAN (genially). I’m like Button-Bright; I 
don’t know. 

YOTTY. Beautiful! 

SHAGGY MAN. But I've learned from experience that 
every road leads somewhere, or it wouldn't be a road. 
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So if we travel long enough, my dear, we'll probably 
come to some place or other in the end. 

DOROTHY (persuaded). I reckon that’s reasonable, 
Shaggy Man. 

SHAGGY MAN (offering his hand). What place it will be 
we can't even guess right now... 

YOTTY (softly, not interrupting but sustaining). Beginning 
to get it... 

DOROTHY (taking his hand, going with the flow). 1 guess 
not... 

SHAGGY MAN. —but we're sure to find out when we 
get there. 

YOTTY (concluding accepting the scene, happily). ALL 
RIGHT! (And the ACTORS “come down ”— giving each 
other small, spontaneous hugs, smiles, stretching, relaxing 
out, fulfilled for the moment.) So, where are we?! 

DOROTHY. Lost. 

YOTTY. Lost? Mr. Baum is smiling on us right now. 
(WILL is still quietly smiling with satisfaction, behind 
YOTTY'’s back.) 

REB (with a conspiratorial look at WILL). How do you 
know? 

YOTTY. I can feel it. (Fondly.) Wuestions, always ques- 
tions from you! Typecast. 

REB. Question, answer, into question again— 

WILL. Quest. (Sings.) “So we'll travel along...” 

YOTTY (writing on pad). Dorothy, look up “quest”! 

DOROTHY (already looking in dictionary). Why does 
“Q” always come sooner than I expect? Here: 
“QUEST—a search—” 

REB. Detective story— 

WILL. The Holy Grail— 

DOROTHY. It says that! That’s an example they give! 
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WILL (nodding “of course”). Sixteen characters In Search 
of A Playwright... 

YOTTY (turning to WILL). One Playwright In Search of 
An Author? 

REB (stage-English accent). 1 say, Mr. Baum, are you 
there? (WILL nods “yes.”) 

DOROTHY. —“from the Latin root meaning ‘seek’ ”... 

YOTTY. Oh, wow, I love it! 

REB (sharing secret joke with WILL). Hide and seek, 
right? 

YOTTY. Seek the hidden— 

WILL (opens his arms). Seek and find— 

REB (hiding behind YOTTY). Lost and found? 

DOROTHY. That’s Button-Bright! Always lost— 

REB. Not really. (And she reappears.) 

DOROTHY. —and always found? 

YOTTY. And always questioning. Want to try this next 
questioning scene? The Fox King? 


(DAVE, as KING FOX enters, getting cloak on, etc.) 


DAVE. That’s me! 

YOTTY. Come on strong; he’s setting himself up here... 

KING FOX. Right! (In character, a shocking shout, sword 
raised high.) SURRENDER!! YOU ARE OUR PRIS- 
ONERS! 

BUTTON-BRIGHT. What's a prisoner? 

KING FOX (sword dropping limp in his hand). A prisoner 
is a captive. 

BUTTON-BRIGHT. What's a captive? 

KING FOX (bewildered). You're one. 

SHAGGY MAN (laughs). Good afternoon, Your High- 
ness. 
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YOTTY (sudden idea, like a child playing). 1 know! He'd 
bow here! LOVABLE, remember the Love Magnet! 
WILL. Oh, yeah, good. (Getting back into character.) 

Good afternoon. I trust you are in good health— 

YOTTY (to DAVE). Disarmed. 

DAVE (disarmed). What??! 

YOTTY. Disarmed! A visual pun! So, drop your sword on 
this, right? 

DAVE. Oh, you mean—(Dropping sword on line.) 
WHAT?? 

SHAGGY MAN. —and your family is well? 

KING FOX (smiling, suddenly relaxed). They're pretty 
well, thank you, Shaggy Man. 

SHAGGY MAN. I'm certainly glad to hear that, Friend. 

KING FOX. Friend? I guess we are friends! I thought we 
were enemies. but it seems we're friends, instead. But 
you’re still my prisoners, don’t forget. And I am King 
Fox 

BUTTON-BRIGHT (playing on steps). Who? 

KING FOX. King Fox. I’m the great sovereign who rules 
over our community. 

BUTTON-BRIGHT (continuing his playing). What’s 
sov’rin and what’s c’m’unity? 

KING FOX. Don’t ask so many questions, Kid. 

BUTTON-BRIGHT. Why? 

KING FOX. Ah, why, indeed? (Admiringly.) If you don’t 
ask questions you won’t learn anything, right? Right, I 
was wrong. You're very smart, come to think of it, very 
smart. (And KING has unconsciously joined in BUTTON- 
BRIGHT ss playing.) 

DOROTHY. Excuse me, but if you’re a fox, how come 
you talk English? Is this another fantasy? 


Page 46 ON THE ROAD! To Oz Act II 


KING FOX (caught playing resumes his adult dignity). It 
seems to be. 

DOROTHY. You know, King Fox, you remind me of 
Aesop’s Fables. (As focus shifts, BUTTON-BRIGHT 
exits, unnoticed.) 

KING FOX. Don't mention Aesop to me. I hate that 
man’s name! He wrote a lot about foxes, but he always 
made us cruel. 

SHAGGY MAN (thoughtfully). His fables did show you 
to be smarter than other animals. 

KING FOX. Well, my dear shaggy prisoner, we are. No 
question we're smarter than humans, too. No offense. 
But we use our wisdom for good, so that slanderous 
Aesop ought to be banned. Sued! Revised, at least. 

YOTTY (struck, referring to the work in hand). Revised!— 
re-vision, see again. 

DOROTHY. You're right, that can be left out. 

KING FOX (hurt). No! 

DOROTHY. If we keep the clothes part in, yes? Where I 
say politely, you know—(Petting KING’s fur admiringly.) 
—I wonder why you don’t wear just your beautiful fox 
fur, instead of these fancy clothes? 

KING FOX (preening, stroking his cape). Because we’re 
civilized, of course. 

DOROTHY. But you were born without clothes. 

KING FOX (smugly). So were you. But to be civilized 
means to dress as fancy as you can, which is why every- 
one does it. 

SHAGGY MAN. I don’t. 

KING FOX (scrutinizing him). I'll say you don’t. But per- 
haps you're not civilized. You should see the outfit I’ve 
had made in case I’m invited to Princess Ozma's birth- 
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day celebration! The grandest royal function ever held! 
You’ve heard of her, of course? 

DOROTHY. Ozma's my best friend! 

KING FOX. What?! 

DOROTHY. Is she having a party? Oh, I hope we get 
there in time. Are you gonna keep us prisoners very 
long? 

KING FOX. Prisoners? You? Don't be ridiculous, you're 
free to go anytime! 

DOROTHY. Why, thank you, Sir! 

KING FOX (obsequiously). And, by the way, you might 
just get me that invitation to Princess Ozma’s party, 
yes? 

DOROTHY. I'll try, if I get there. But we’ve got to cross 
the Dreadful— 

KING FOX. If I’m invited 77 get across that Dreadful 
Desert! I’ve always longed to see the Emerald City. 
DOROTHY. Well, I promise to ask Ozma to invite you 

to her party— if I get to Oz! 

YOTTY. Cut. (DAVE exits.) 

DOROTHY (looking off). Here comes the Rainbow! 

WILL (whistles). “Somewhere over the rainbow...” 


(MIRANDA, as POLYCHROME, The Rainbow's 
Daughter, dances in, gently sadly.) 


DOROTHY. Are you unhappy, Little Girl? 

POLYCHROME (keeps on wispily dancing). Very! I’m 
lost. 

DOROTHY. Why, so are we, but we don’t cry about it. 

POLYCHROME (still dancing). Don’t you? Why not? 

DOROTHY. ’Cause I’ve been lost before, and always got 
found again. 
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POLYCHROME (dancing a sad, gentle lostness). But I’ve 
never been lost before. 

YOTTY. Keep it plaintive—that’s it!—forlorn— 

POLYCHROME (moving with the mood throughout). —and 
I'm worried— 

YOTTY. —like a street waif— 

POLYCHROME. —and scared... 

DOROTHY (puzzled). You're dancing. 

POLYCHROME (never stopping). Oh, that’s just to keep 
warm. 

DOROTHY (gently). Who are you? 

POLYCHROME. I'm Polychrome. I’m the Daughter of 
the Rainbow. 

DOROTHY. May I call you Polly? 

POLYCHROME. If you want to—and you'll be my 
friend, won’t you? So I won't be so lonesome while 
we're getting found? 

DOROTHY (as they hug each other, dancing a momentary 
child-dance). Of course! 

POLYCHROME (discovers the change in her dance). 
Funny—I'm still lost, but it’s not sad anymore! 

DOROTHY. That’s it! 

POLYCHROME. So I'll go with you—because moving 
will keep me warm, and my father can find me in one 
part of the world as well as another—if he remembers 
to look for me. 

SHAGGY MAN. Come along then—(Singing.)—“and 
we'll travel along...” 

SHAGGY MAN/DOROTHY/POLYCHROME: “Singing 
our song...Side by side.. 

YOTTY (as they relax afer a held omen That’s work- 
ing. Like a charm. 

MIRANDA. Dancing to keep warm! 
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WILL. —when you're scared... 

YOTTY. Isn't that what actors have to do? Isn't that why 
the scene comes easy? 

DAVE. I don’t know. Maybe everybody has to, some way 
or other. 

WILL. And movin’ to keep warm. Travelin’! 

MIRANDA. Even if you’re lost! 

YOTTY. Specially if you're lost! Hey, wait a minute. Is 
Button-Bright lost again? 

SHAGGY MAN. Naw! He’s just wandered off to dig 
some more. 

YOTTY. So, now the Shaggy Man says... 

SHAGGY MAN. Do you really expect to get to Oz? 

DOROTHY. Well, I sure hope so, because I want you to 
meet my friends, like The Scarecrow and— 

POLYCHROME. Will The Scarecrow scare me? 

DOROTHY. No, "cause you’re not a crow. 

SHAGGY MAN. Anyway, you don’t need to be scared of 
anything as long as I’ve got the Love Magnet, because 
every living thing will love me, and I won't allow any of 
my friends to be hurt. 

YOTTY. Nice. Now. (Calling.) Let’s try the Sound! 


(REB enters with donkey mask/headdress, carrying a sign 
that says DONKEYTON; attached is a metal sheet which 
she kicks with hoof-like shoe and fist to make a loud 
noise. The cacophony peaks.) 


SHAGGY MAN (gestures “cut”—and sound suddenly 
Stops). Stop that noise! 

YOTTY (to WILL). Keep him stern here, Will. 

SHAGGY MAN (sternly). What do you mean by making 
such a racket? 
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REB (as DONKEY, meekly). That’s to scare away the 
foxes. Usually that music makes them run away. 

SHAGGY MAN. Music? You call that music? 

DONKEY. It’s music to our ears. 

DOROTHY (trying to be polite, to the OTHERS). Seems 
to me I’ve heard worse music. 

SHAGGY MAN. Where? 

DOROTHY. I forget, just now. 

SHAGGY MAN. Anyway, there aren't any foxes here. 

DONKEY. Oh, I see. Too bad we had all that worry for 
nothing. (Gives metal sheet to STAGE MANAGER, 
who takes it off.) So tell me, what can I do for you? 

SHAGGY MAN (as he and DOROTHY bow, followed by 
POLLY, bowing in imitation). My dear Donkey— 

DONKEY. You are adorable. And smart, for a human. 

SHAGGY MAN. You're too kind. 

DONKEY. —and I love you like my own kind, so— 

SHAGGY MAN. You flatter me. 

DONKEY. Yes—so I will grant you the greatest gift in 
my power...(Waving hoof and concentrating she mut- 
ters under following line.) 

SHAGGY MAN (to the OTHERS, smugly). It’s the old 
Love Magnet that does this to them... 

DONKEY. A donkey's head! (As she “crowns” him with it, 
and then kisses and hugs and pats him ecstatically.) 

SHAGGY MAN. What’s happened to me? eg the 
head with his hands.) 

DONKEY (surprised and hurt). You don't-like it? 

SHAGGY MAN. Please—take it away if you love me so 
much. 

DONKEY. I can’t do that. I can do things, but I can’t 
undo ’em. 

SHAGGY MAN (in a braying voice). What?! 
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DONKEY. You'll have to find the Truth Pond and bathe 
in its waters. 

SHAGGY MAN. Where is the Truth Pond? 

DONKEY. Who knows? Somewhere in the Land of Oz. 

DOROTHY. Don’t worry, Shaggy Man. You'll change 
back to yourself again. (She strokes his head comfort- 
ingly.) If the Truth Pond is in Oz, we'll find it. 

DONKEY (to all of them). You are going to Oz? 

DOROTHY. Yes, to visit Ozma again. 

DONKEY (awed). Again? You've seen the great Princess 
Ozma? 

DOROTHY. She’s my friend. 

DONKEY. YOU KNOW HER?! PERSONALLY?! 

DOROTHY. Yes. She’s probly my best friend. 

DONKEY. Then maybe you'll do me a favor. 

DOROTHY. What is it? 

DONKEY. Maybe you'll get me invited to Princess 
Ozma’s birthday party?! 

DOROTHY. Well...if you'll give us something to eat so 
we can get on the road again, I'll ask Ozma to— 

DONKEY (almost swooning). Ozma—she calls her 
Ozma!! So! What can I get you? Ripe oats in the half- 
shell? 

DOROTHY. No, thanks! 

DONKEY (musingly). Perhaps some sweet and sour 
grass... 

POLLY. We'd like some dewdrops. 

SHAGGY MAN. A ham sandwich. 

DOROTHY. I want pie. And Button-Bright—(As she ges- 
tures toward off-stage.) likes peanut butter bread. 

DONKEY. Whatever! (To AUDIENCE.) How odd every- 
one is, except donkeys. 
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YOTTY. Curtain! That’s taking shape. (Removing 
donkey’s head.) Come on out, Rebel, the air’s fine. Every- 
body on stage for the Desert Scene! (AS sign appears 
behind her/him.) Where’s the sign? (REB exits.) 

SHAGGY MAN (reading sign). “ALL PERSONS ARE 
WARNED NOT TO VENTURE UPON THIS DES- 
ERT—For the deadly sands will turn living flesh to 
dust. Beyond this desert is the LAND OF OZ—” 

DOROTHY. “But none can reach that glorious land be- 
cause of these deadly sands.” It’s true; no one can live 
who walks on the sands. 

SHAGGY MAN. Then we'd better not try it. But if we 
can’t go on and there’s no way back, what next? 

DOROTHY. / don’t know. 

SHAGGY MAN. It’s nearly night, so we may as well 
sleep. Maybe by morning we can see what to do. But- 
ton-Bright, come get a little rest! 

BUTTON-BRIGHT (calling from off). In a minute! (And 
the THREE of them lie down, like children.) 

YOTTY “And when it was dark, they lay down peacefully 
until morning.” It’s like an act of faith that they'll 
dream up some way out by daylight. (They sing, softly, 
“Oh we don’t know what's coming tomorrow... ”) 

DOROTHY (drowsily). We always did that. Don’t folks 
do that in Michigan? (Location of performance.) 

WILL (almost asleep). The ones with sense do. 

YOTTY (after watching over them for a few beats, like a 
recalled benediction). Here we go. (Reads.) “In the 
bright morning sunshine..."(ALL wake and Stretch.) 
“,..as they ate their strawberries, Dorothy said—” 

DOROTHY. —I know what I said: Polly, can you do any 
magic? 

POLLY. No, dear. 
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DOROTHY. You ought to know some magic, being the 
Rainbow’s Daughter. 

POLLY. When you live on the rainbow, you don’t need 
magic. 

DOROTHY. We've got to find some way to cross the 
desert to the Emerald City. I’ve crossed into Oz al- 
ready, you know—by cyclone—(Scanning sky.)—but we 
can’t expect a cyclone to take us there now. 

POLLY (alarmed). No, we can't! 

WILL (clowning). Shall we go by train, Gump, or storm? 

POLLY (still upset). I hate cyclones, anyway. 

DOROTHY. Well, that’s why I wanted to find out if you 
could do any magic. I’m sure I can’t—and the only 
magic the Shaggy Man has is the Love Magnet. 

SHAGGY MAN (smiling). Well, love's pretty strong 
magic. Maybe I can’t do magic myself, but I can call on 
a powerful friend who loves me because of the Magnet. 

DOROTHY. Who is your friend? 

SHAGGY MAN. Johnny Dooit. 

DOROTHY. What can Johnny do? 

SHAGGY MAN (confidently). Anything. 

DOROTHY (eagerly). Ask him to come! 

SHAGGY MAN (takes out Magnet, unwraps it, holds it in 
palm of his hand, looks at it steadily, and chants). Dear 
Johnny Dooit, come to me. I need you bad as bad can be. 


(DAVE, as JOHNNY DOOIT, enters suddenly by skate- 
board, carrying tool kit.) 


JOHNNY DOOIT. Well, here I am—but don't say you 
need me bad, ‘cause I’m always good. 
DOROTHY (marveling). He's a fast talker! 
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SHAGGY MAN. Good morning, Johnny. Thanks for 
coming so fast. 

JOHNNY DOOIT. Never waste time. But where’d’ja get 
the donkey head? Didn’t know ya ‘til I looked at your 
feet. And who’s that kid over there? (Gesturing off to- 
ward BUTTON-BRIGHT.) 

SHAGGY MAN. It’s a long story... 

JOHNNY DOOIT. —Then don't tell it. What can I do 
for ‘ya? 

SHAGGY MAN. Well, we can’t seem to cross this desert, 
on account of it turns all living flesh that touches it 
into dust? 

YOTTY “—Johnny Dooit looked carefully at the dread- 
ful desert stretching so far away they could not see its 
end.” 

JOHNNY DOOIT (briskly). You gotta ride. 

SHAGGY MAN. What in? 

JOHNNY DOOIT. Sand-boat, with runners like a sled 
and sails like a ship. 

SHAGGY MAN (looking around). But where is the sand- 
boat? 

JOHNNY DOOIT. I'll make you one. Ever sail a ship? 

SHAGGY MAN. I've seen one sailed. 

JOHNNY DOOIT. Good. Sail this boat the way you've 
seen one sailed, and you'll be across that desert in no 
time. Now, come on and I'll make you one in two min- 
utes. (ALL exit.) 

YOTTY. —And they did. And he did. Just like that— 
faster than I can tell it—and a lot faster than we could 
show it. (Sign goes out.) When they landed on the other 
side of the sinister sands, they found themselves— 
(Soft, yellow light. They fling on and fall, slow motion.) 
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SHAGGY MAN (awed). Well, we're here—but where 
the here is, I don’t know. 

DOROTHY. We must be in The Country of the Winkies, 
because of the yellow. Lookit! 

YOTTY. “Under the golden trees they found a golden 
pond—and Dorothy bent to look into it.” 

DOROTHY. Why it’s a mirror! (Trying to comb her hair 
with her fingers.) What a tangle the sand-boat made of 
my hair! 

SHAGGY MAN (sadly). I don’t much want to see what I 
look like just now. (But his eye is caught as he looks at 
pond, by sign.) Look under the surface—another sign! 
THE TRUTH POND! We've found it! 

DOROTHY. See if it’s true, Shaggy Man, see if it’s true 
that The Truth Pond will turn you back into your true 
self again! 

SHAGGY MAN. I believe it will. (Hesitating). I have to 
believe it will... 

DOROTHY. Go on, Shaggy Man, don't be afraid...let 
The Truth Pond baptize you—(And SHAGGY MAN 
immerses himself in the shining gold sheet, lifted by 
POLLY and YOTTY. He emerges from immersion ritual 
blissfully restored to his own image, the donkey head 
gone, touches his own beard and face, then looks into his 
reflection.) 

SHAGGY MAN (whispering in awe). It’s me! (He shakes 
himself as if to fling off the wetness and feel his restored 
self again.) 

DOROTHY. You're you again, Shaggy Man. 

POLLY. He always was. 

SHAGGY MAN. Maybe so, but let me tell you, it’s not 
easy to remember who you are if everybody sees a 
dumb animal when they look at you. I may not be 
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beautiful, even now—(Smiling.)—but I’m proud to be 
myself, just the same. 

DOROTHY. Welcome back to the land of the living, 
Shaggy Man. And come on now, if we want to get to 
the Emerald City—(Sings.) “—we'’ve got to travel 
along...” 

SHAGGY MAN. I’m right grateful Princess Ozma didn’t 
see me looking like that—and on her birthday, too. 

DOROTHY. Ozma wouldn't have cared. She sees right 
through appearances. 

SHAGGY MAN. Like The Truth Pond. 

YOTTY. Amen. (To book on desk.) Now this is puzzling. 
In The Road To Oz—sometimes it’s called the Party 
Book, in fact-—(Holding the book, leafing through 
pages.)—The whole second half of the book is just an 
Emerald City party! 


(As YOTTY speaks, a transformation on stage suggests 
the Palace and the celebration, as DAVE, DOROTHY, 
POLLY, and SHAGGY MAN enter.) 


DAVE (scattering soap bubbles). What do you mean, just? 
This celebration is like a long, sweet dream, with every- 
body you love all there together! 

WILL. Everybody comes! 

YOTTY (reading). “Just in time for the jubilation,” it 
says. 

DAVE. I like all that soap-bubble stuff. 

MIRANDA (dancing with bubbles). 1 love bubbles! 

YOTTY. —Carrying them all away like hot-air balloons. 

WILL. Like The Wizard left Oz. ‘ 

DOROTHY (wafting bubbles ea Everybody gets to 
come to the party that wants to.. 
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DAVE. —and it goes on for days and days... 

MIRANDA (dream-dancing as she chants). And the 
Daughter of the Rainbow asks Santa Claus to remind 
her father to come find her. And then a radiance fills 
the air and a rainbow appears, and the Rainbow’s 
Daughter dances along the curve of the bow, and her 
gauzy gown floats around like a cloud and she melts 
into the rainbow and vanishes. (From far off, distant, 
drawn out musically.) Good-bye, Ozma! Good-bye, 
Dorothy! 

YOTTY. And Button-Bright can dig to his heart’s content 
in the Emerald Green Garden-(Helping SHAGGY MAN 
into suit, DOROTHY helping on his other side.)-and the 
Shaggy Man finds an elegant suit, but everything about 
it is shaggy—velvet and gold shags, with blood-red 
ruby buttons— 

WILL. —and he sighs with contentment to realize that he 
can now be gorgeous, and still be the Shaggy Man. 


(REB, as OZ MA, enters and sits on her throne.) 


DOROTHY (joyously runs to hug her). Ozma! (Then for- 
mally.) This, Your Highness, is my friend, the Shaggy 
Man, who owns the Love Magnet. 

OZMA (bowing). You are welcome to Oz. But tell me, 
Sir; where did you get the Love Magnet that you say 
you own? 

SHAGGY MAN (embarrassed, looking down). I stole it, 
Your Majesty. 

DOROTHY (distressed). Oh, Shaggy Man, you told me 
the Eskimo gave you the Love Magnet. 

YOTTY. Like a caught child, Shag. 
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SHAGGY MAN (shuffling from one foot to the other, like 
a caught child). I told you a—falsehood, Dorothy. But 
now that I’ve been changed by The Truth Pond, I just 
have to tell the truth. 

YOTTY. Now, Ozma—with compassion... 

OZMA (gently). —Why did you steal it? 

SHAGGY MAN. Because no one loved me. And I 
wanted to be loved. A lot. 

OZMaA. Are you sorry you stole it? 

SHAGGY MAN. No, Ma’am. To tell you the truth— 
which I have to now—I hope it doesn’t hurt your feel- 
ings—I’m glad I did it, because if Dorothy hadn't cared 
for me I couldn’t have come to the Land of Oz. Now 
that I’m here, I hope to stay. 

OZMA. But in Oz we are loved for ourselves, and for our 
kindness. 

SHAGGY MAN (eagerly). I'll give up the Love Magnet. 
Dorothy can have it. 

OZMaA. But everyone loves Dorothy already. So we'll 
hang the Love Magnet over the gates of the Emerald 
City, that whoever travels through may be loved and 
loving. As you are, Shaggy Man. (She moves to him, 
touches his shoulders as if knighting him, while he 
kneels.) 

SHAGGY MAN (overwhelmed, he can only say, as he 
gives the Magnet to OZMA). I agree. Willingly. Your 
Highness. 

YOTTY. Beautiful. (Going to him.) Will, Will, you old 
Shaggy Man you—you must believe all that or you 
couldn't do it so right. Your talent is your Magnet. 
When you act we’re drawn to you. 

WILL. Lucky for me I can act, right? 
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YOTTY. But what’s odd, is that people care about you 
even without your Magnet. For yourself. Like in Oz. 

DOROTHY (sitting on throne). Why is that so odd? 

YOTTY. I don’t follow you. 

DOROTHY. Follow. Remember when I asked Ozma, 
“Why didn’t you let me know about your birthday 
party?” 

OZMaA (crosses to throne as DOROTHY gives it over to 
her). —and she says, “Didn't I?” 

DOROTHY. Did you? 

OZMA (sitting). “Who do you think mixed up those 
roads, so as to start you wandering in what turned out 
to be the direction of Oz?” 

YOTTY. Ah yes—those mixed up roads. Wandering. 

DOROTHY (reflecting). The parties whenever we'd get 
to the Emerald City—maybe we needed them. But 
they're not as interesting as the troubles and the trav- 
elin’, are they? 

SHAGGY MAN. “To travel hopefully is better than to 
arrive.” Robert Louis Stevenson! 


(MIRANDA enters in her rehearsal clothes again.) 


MIRANDA. “The road is better than the inn.” Cervantes! 

DAVE (with the rhythm of a train). “It’s got to be the 
goin ’—not the gettin’ there—that’s good.” Casey Jones! 

YOTTY. The way to live on is to live on the way? (Pac- 
ing, accelerating, thinking.) Because in real life we’re al- 
ways on the way somewhere. Travelin’ along. As soon 
as you get to the end of something you find you're in 
the middle of some new beginning—odd. Odyssey. 
Dorothy, look up Odyssey! 
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DOROTHY (racing to the dictionary). Now you're getting 
somewhere. 

YOTTY. I knew it all along, but Baum didn’t make it 
clear enough. 

WILL. I didn’t? 

DOROTHY. Here it is—ODYSSEY: an extended, adven- 


turous journey— 

YOTTY. Yes! 

DOROTHY. —a quest; a long, strange wandering, or 
traveling. 


YOTTY. That’s it. 

DOROTHY. You get it? 

YOTTY. That’s what Oz is all about. Making life up as 
you go along. Life’s no destination; it’s a journey! 

WILL. Travelin’ light... 

YOTTY. —and fantastic. Finding your way... 

WILL. —by letting your mind wander... 

YOTTY. —wander, and—where was I, Shag? 

WILL. Wandering. 

YOTTY. Yes! So that’s what the play is about...wander- 
ing. Travelin’ along. 

SHAGGY MAN. You're the playwright. 

YOTTY. And you’re The Shaggy Man. You were born to 
play The Shaggy Man, Will. 

WILL (moving away from her/him). Well, this theatre is in 
your head, Yotty. 

YOTTY. In fact, you’re one living image of old Frank 
Baum himself, I'll be frank with you. 

WILL (tums fully toward YOTTY). I'll be Frank with you, 
Elliott. 

YOTTY. Frank? It’s you? 

WILL. It’s me. Old Frank Baum himeele One living 
image of him. 
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REB. You have to be like Ozma, and see through the 
odd appearances. 

YOTTY. You old Wizard, you! You've been here all 
along, leading me on! Why didn’t you tell me? 

WILL. Don’t you know yet, you have to find your own way? 


(MIRANDA enters.) 


MIRANDA. With a little help from your friends? 

WILL. And a little Will power? 

YOTTY. Wow! 

REB. We knew you'd play around ‘til we worked it out. 

DAVE (a farewell touch). Well, take it easy— 

MIRANDA. —and work hard. 

DOROTHY (moving typewriter on its wheeled table over 
toward YOTTY). Don't just stand there— 

WILL (relaying the table over to YOTTY). —Get a move 
on. (THEY begin to recede to the fringes of YOTTY’s 
spotlight, as general light fades, and YOTTY— in a trance 
of focus— centers on typewriter.) 

YOTTY. Wanderlust. The Love of Looking-for. Yup. 
That's what it is, all right. (Beginning to type.) ON THE 
ROAD! 

WILL/SHAGGY/BAUM (from a distance, in a mysteri- 
ous, insistent voice). To OZ! 

YOTTY (left alone C, in spot, typing furiously and happily, 
as joyous tap-dancing and drumming are heard from the 
shadowy m iddle-distance). Yes! We’re off! To See! 

ALL (singing). “So we'll travel along, Singing our song, 
SIDE-BY-SIDE!” 

CURTAIN 


SYNOPSIS 


“Someone once told me, ‘Life is a journey, not a desti- 
nation.” ” 
Dr. Jonas Salk 
Head, Salk Institute for Biological Studies 


This play is a metaphor for the mysteries of playwrit- 
ing, the creative process, and the process of life through 
which we “travel along, singin’ a song.” “Each of these 
roads must lead somewhere, or it wouldn't be here,” says 
the Shaggy Man; likewise each human being’s life means 
something, by the evidence of its existence. And whatever 
it means, “getting somewhere” may not give as true a clue 
to its meaning as does simply being here, now. “The way 
to live on is to live on the way?” asks Elliott, the play- 
wright. 


Search and research. ON THE ROAD! is a new journey 
into the old saga of Oz, inspired by Lyman Frank Baum’s 
early Oz fantasies. 


Baum, that very American traveling salesman, song- 
dance-and-patter road show, story-telling, small-time ma- 
gician of literature, “had a knack for writing the way some 
people have a knack for singing or dancing or hitting a 
baseball.”* 


Oz is that state of mind that fuses the real and the fan- 
tastic, or rather, such unknown realities as outer space 
with the more familiar realities called “down-to-earth.” A 
wise old child like Dorothy and an old child-like wizard 
like the Shaggy Man share the easy, trusting and Saroyan- 


esque curiosity (“I’m in love with the possibilities!”) that 
lets the mind wander, relishing the precious present mo- 
ment which runneth over with all that is sweetest in both 
past and future. 


The essence of Oz is “the child on a magical jour- 
ney;”* for the lucky grown-up who still wonders and wan- 
ders, perhaps the lifelong odyssey—forever odd—is still 
moved by that questing sense of being always on the road 
to Oz, a kind of travelin’ that is “truly liberating and en- 
chanting, the challenge and promise of morning.”* 


V. Glasgow Koste 


*Roger Sale, Fairy Tales and After: From Snow White to 
E. B. White (Cambridge: Harvard University Press, 1978). 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Technically, this play can be done simply, though—as 
is always true of “simple” productions—the choices of 
props and fragmentary set and costume pieces need to be 
carefully made so that the selected fragments are as po- 
tently suggestive as possible. If available, lighting can be 
especially evocative and definitive. In any kind of theatre 
(including a school gym!), sound and music (both live and 
taped) can be a vital component. Masks (e.g., donkeys) 
should be light, airy—not concealing. 


Many costume changes are done on stage, involving 
the audience in the transformational process of dramatic 
imagination at work and play. Similarly, actors can openly 
tend to props and set; technicians can function in the 
same way. The essential connections between children at 
play and adult artists at work are at the heart of both 
form and content of ON THE ROAD! 


The entire play can run with no break (just over an 
hour), or one intermission can be used. Either way, the 
flow of playing within each act should be uninterrupted, 
and the interplay of the actors/characters constant. 


The sung lines are integral, as dialogue, carrying action 
and meaning spontaneously forward. The free associa- 
tion—the “wandering”—is exploratory, holistic, and sur- 
prisingly coherent; if trusted, the stream of consciousness 
is a strong undercurrent which does not drown, but moves 
and sustains us. 3 


SIDE BY SIDE? 


By Harry Woods 


Oh we ain't got a bar_ rel of mon. ey, May - be we're rag_ ged and fun_ ny, but we'll 


ee 


trav_el a. long sing. in’ our song side by side. Don't know what's com. in'’to _ 


mor_ row. May-_ be it's trou _ble and sor _ row, but we'll tav_elthe road____ shar__in’ our load, ___ 


long as we're to_ geth_ er it docs _n't mat_er, at all. When they've all had their Ole 


part _ed we'll be the same as we start,.cd just trav’ lin’ a_ long 


DIRECTOR’S NOTES 


DIRECTOR’S NOTES 


DIRECTOR’S NOTES 


DIRECTOR’S NOTES 


DIRECTOR’S NOTES 


RY 
a 
@ 
4) 
PS 
= 


DIRECTOR’S NOTES 


SY Indianapolis 
Marion County 
Public Library 


Renew by Phone 
269-5222 


Renew on the Web 
www.imcpl.org 


For general Library information 
please call 269-1700. 


| 'NDIANAPOLIS-MARION COUNTY P.L. 


3 1978 04855 8761 
L. Frank Baum 


On the Road! 
To Oz 


This delightful and magical play 
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from a dozen “Oz” books, and 
recreates the cheerful, vaude- 
ville-and-magic kind of fantasy 
with which Frank Baum charmed 
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